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And gently report thy next transmigration. And. To the same that I am. Nan.                                             A creature of delight?
And, what is more than a fool, an hermaphrodite ?
Now pray thee, sweet soul, in all thy variation
Which body would'st thou choose to take up thy
station?
And. Troth, this I am in, even here would I tarry. Nan. 'Cause here, the delight of each sex thou canst vary ? And. Alas, those pleasures be stale, and forsaken;
No, 'tis your fool wherewith I am so taken,
The only one creature that I can call blessed;
For all other forms I have proved most distressed. Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras still.
This learned opinion we celebrate will,
Fellow eunuch, as behoves us, with all our wit and art,
To dignity that whereof ourselves are so great and
special a part. Volp. Now very, very pretty. Mosca, this
Was thy invention? Mos. If it please my patron,
Not else.
Volp. It doth, good Mosca* Mas. Then it was, sir.
NANO and CASTRONE sing
Fools, they are the only nation
Worth men's envy or admiration;
Free from care or sorrow-taking,
Selves and others merry making:
All they speak or do is sterling.
Your fool, he is your great man's darling,
And your ladies5 sport and pleasure;
Tongue and bauble are his treasure.
E'en his face begetteth laughter,
And he speaks truth, free from slaughter!
He's the grace of every feast,
And sometimes the chiefest guest:
Hath his trencher and his stool,